CHAPTER     THREE
"Yoifre in the Army Now?
IN a few minutes I was past the young man and
the barrier, on the train and under way to
Barcelona. It was hard to believe that the awful
waiting was over. Once through the Pyrenees, things
felt real enough. The scenery was not unlike that I
had watched between Narbonne and Cerbere.  The
wild broken coast-line was the same.  In places the
, rocks dropped sharply to the blue sea; in others small
' coves and bays with sandy beaches promised sunny
holidays. It was in the villages that one noticed the
change.   Squads of men were drilling in dusty vil-
lage squares. An occasional barricade hastily thrown
up in the early July days had since been made solid
with the slogan NoPasardn. We passed through olive
groves with their sombre green colouring, the whole
countryside was wooded with cork-trees and pines;
all 'Were small and stunted: Spain is poor in timber,
Vineyards in plenty, in which the peasants were busy
'gathering the harvest They would stop as we passed
* to give the clenched fist salud. From factory chimneys
iand farm-houses the red and black flags were flying.
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